During the meeting Meghan will need to call on her facilitation skills to keep the group moving through the agenda, while also allowing for everyone to have reasonable input and response time. If there seems to be heated discussion over any particular subject Meghan can suggest that a deeper discussion needs to happen when there is more time, and that she will include in the minutes that this needs to happen, and then, firmly move on to the next topic. Keeping your wristwatch on the table in front of you, or sitting directly across from a clock can be a good way to keep an eye on the time. Good meeting facilitation skills will help those uncertain of Meghan as a leader gain respect for her abilities. If she keeps the meeting productive and on-going, they will more than likely not heckle her or impede the meeting's progress.
Meghan will want to end the meeting on-time, or better yet, a bit early if at all possible. Last steps are to review any action items, making it clear who is responsible for follow-up, and then by thanking everyone for their input and help in making the meeting go so smoothly.
After the meeting, Meghan will want to get with the minute-taker, and agree upon a deadline for when the minutes will be complete, preferably before Lila's return. If needs be, Meghan may want to offer to take the person to lunch, or do them a favor, in return for timely turn-around on the minutes. As well, Meghan will want to write a follow-up email just to Lila, letting her know how the meeting went, alerting her to any areas for concern, and reporting on any action items that Lila will need to know about on her return.
Whew! Now, finally, Meghan needs to congratulate herself on a job well done. If she follows our advice, she will most likely be hitting the closest ice cream parlor and having a banana split to celebrate her successful first meeting! My copy, in very good condition (no wonder, being bound in pyroxylin), once belonged to Edward deWitt Taylor (1871 Taylor ( -1962 , a San Francisco printer of fine books. He would have had more than a passing interest in the design, typography, and binding of the book. As for the subject matter, if Taylor bothered to read the book, as I have just recently done after owning the book for more than thirty years, he must have been as disappointed as I was.
van Loon tells of three illustrated volumes, in Dutch, that he inherited from his grandmother and how dull his school books were by comparison. I had been expecting a bibliography of sorts, a list of his favorite childhood books at the very least.
If I were writing about my school books, it would be an even shorter book unless I included those books that accompanied me throughout my school days spent in eleven different schools as we moved from place to place, wherever the Department of the Army saw fit to send my father. And when I say accompanied me, I don't mean that I possessed many books, even in high school when I began reading at a higher level and an increased pace. What I mean is that books other than textbooks were my companions whom I visited in the post libraries wherever we went. Miss Bradbury was our teacher. In those days, we weren't supposed to learn to read in kindergarten, we were supposed to learn to play with others, obey rules, lie quietly on our mats, swallow our football-shaped cod liver oil pills without tasting them, and finishing our graham cracker and half pint of milk. We learned children's songs and played the usual games of the time but I recall nothing academic at all from that school year.
I can't remember the name of my first grade teacher in that same school but I remember our reader, a Dick and Jane book. Make fun if you will, but we learned to read, despite a profligate kindergarten devoted to play. The bright colors and bold illustrations were glorious to me and the prose -so clear and direct and unambiguous -gave me just the confidence that I needed to learn to read and then move on to bigger, longer, and more complex books. I won't say better because I don't want to belittle in any way the book that gave me my reading start.
We moved every couple of years so there were regular and frequent opportunities to get rid of things when it was time to pull up stakes so I didn't really accumulate a lot of books growing up. Those that I remember carrying from place to place were gifts from my Grandmother Leonhardt and Aunt Audrey and included books given to my younger sister but claimed by me including Black Beauty. I never did finish that book, finding it utterly boring, but, using a red, indelible pencil, licked for good measure, I dutifully made X marks by each chapter heading in the table of contents to mark my laborious way.
I had much better luck with The Lone Indian, a book that impressed me so much that I added my own illustrations in the flyleaf and inside the back cover. I also had a copy of Mark Twain's Tom Sawyer and The Story of a Bad Boy by Thomas Bailey Aldrich, an author looked on with scorn by Mr. Twain, something I don't understand because I enjoyed both books. Aldrich was a New Englander, as I recall, and Twain became one when his royalties allowed him to move into a fine house in Hartford. Perhaps it was some social jealousy that led Samuel Langhorne Clemens to look down on the literary efforts of a born New Englander. On the other hand, there is no doubt that Mark Twain is the superior writer who would be superior to anyone writing today if he should resurrect himself and resume his career. He is certainly a better writer than Hendrik Willem van Loon, too, but I wonder if we would have awarded him a Newbery for The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. And if we had, I wonder if he would have accepted it. We'll never know.
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